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The heat of the earth arises, a faint love mist
Wan with over-desiring, and in the marshes
Blindly the mud stirs, clouding the dark shining

water,
And troubling the still soft swarms of fallen

stars.

There is bright sweat upon the bodies of cattle,
Great vials of life motionless in the moonlight,
Breathing faint mists  over the warm,  damp

ground;
And the cry of a dancer rings through the

shadowy forest.

The tiger is seeking his mate and his glassy eyes
Are purple and shot with starlight in the grass

shining,
The fiery grass tortured out of the mud and

writhing
Under the sun, now shivering and pale in the

Moon.

The  shadows  are  dancing,   dancing,   dancing,
dancing:
The grey vapour arms of the forest lie dreaming
around them;
The  cold,  shining moonlight falls from their
bodies and faces,
But  caught in  their  eyes  lies  prisoned  and
faintly gleaming :
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